F o r Hans J. Morgen-thau, life was an unending search for truth about man, politics, human destiny. He set out alone in a hostile social environment moving across uncharted ground. His goal, as he defined it, was discovering "ultimate reality beyond illusion." He took no comfort from oracles nor any of the worlds grand simplifiers. His vision expressed itself in the "searching mind, conscious of itself and of the world, seeing, hearing, feeling, thinking and speaking," seeking for light until the end.
International Security 1 196 challenged not individuals (something he resisted) but popular trends and movements of thought which exalted illusions such as the belief that science and technology could save us. Rationalism, as the handmaiden of science, looked to reason and technical knowledge to produce easy harmonies of interest. Yet politics was the realm of contingency and incongruity, of the best under the circumstances. From the viewpoint of practical wisdom, the rationally right, the ethically good and the politically possible were not readily equated. The statesman shapes society not by "appeals to reason pure and simple" but by "that intricate combination of moral and material pressures which his art creates and maintains."
A few years later Morgenthau challenged those who blindly heralded a brave new world. Against men who touted new international organizations as substitutes for traditional diplomacy, he maintained that the struggle for power was an enduring aspect of international politics, no mere passing phase of state relationships. But his critics and some of his followers misunderstood him; his preoccupation was with power in its broadest dimensions and with its interconnections with purpose as reflected in the subtitle of his classic text: The Struggle for Power and Peace. "TO say a political action has no moral purpose is absurd," he wrote, "for political action can be defined as an attempt to realize moral values through the medium of politics, that is power." (Dilemmas, 85) With Reinhold Niebuhr, he believed that "Politics will, to the end of history, be an area where conscience and power meet, where the ethical and coercive factors of human life will interpenetrate and work out their tentative and uneasy compromises." (Moral Man, 4) He joined Meinecke in affirming that ". . . moral life cannot be regulated like clockwork and . . . even the purest strivings for good can be forced into the most painful choices." If Morgenthau's legacy had been no more than a coherent framework for relating morality and politics and rethinking foreign policy, his contribution would have been enormous. Yet for those of us who were students, friends, and admirers, his heritage is more profoundly personal than philosophical or intellectual. As a teacher, he never rested in the demands he laid on us to try, as our British friends would say, to get things right. How often the retort, "a good speech but you misquoted Cromwell." As a friend, he was more steadfast in hard times and adversity than others were in good times and success. By moral example, he taught those he inspired to live with uncertainty, contradictions and tragedy, remembering the text: "For He makes his sun rise on the evil and the good and sends rain on the just and In Memorium I 197 the unjust." As moral philosopher, he rejected moralism-making one value supreme-and recognized the wisdom of Justice Holmes: "People are always extolling the man of principles; but I think the superior man is one who knows that he must find his way in a maze of principles." He not only wrote but lived in the midst of history's most perplexing era confronted by the clash of conflicting purposes.
Having reflected on Morgenthau as a scholar and thinker, what remains is to pose one final question about the man. What was the source of his personal magnetism? Why were we so drawn to him? What galvanized loyalty and guaranteed respect? Was it the wry smile and quick wit? Steady resolve and determination? A presence that became commanding as he lectured without notes? An abruptness that never quite veiled his underlying compassion? An undisguised shyness that curiously enough gave strength to others who feared rejection? The signs of having suffered and known pain? Easy friendships with young people despite his eminence? A mind storing and retrieving vast treasures from the broad sweep of culture? A character untainted by hypocrisy? A lifelong habit of shielding others from needless embarrassment? The courage to change? The ability to hold fast? My list of questions is long but not long enough; we cannot comprehend what we know we felt.
After everything has been said, there remains an element of mystery about his greatness. At the close of a conference in the 1960s Walter Lippmann turned to Hans and said: "How curious you are misunderstood. You are the most moral thinker I know." To that we would add, yes, and forever the example of a courageous and compassionate friend.
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